
Jfe winne our ancient right io France againe, 

Or dye a (ouidier as I lin’d a King, 
glo. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter young Yorke>Hafttngt .Cardtnall. 

Buc. Now ingood time, hecre comes the Duke of Yorke y 
prtn Rtcbardot York* how fares our noble brother: 

Tor* Well my deare Lord : fo muft (cal! you now. 

Pun. 1 brother to our gnefe, as it is yours : 

Too late bee died that might haue kept this title. 

Which by his death hath loll much maiefty, 

Gto . How faires our coiilcn noble Lo. of Y orke* 

Yor . I tharike you gentile vncle ; O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds are faft in growth ; 

1 he Prince my brother hath out growne me larre# 

Gto y He hath my Lord. 

Yor . and therefore is be idle ? 

Glo Oh my faire coufen l muft not fay fo. 
r^r.Thenhcis more beholding to you then I- 
Glo . He may command me as my loueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Yor . I pray you vncle giue me this daggrr. 

Cjlo . My dagger little coufen with all my bcarf.' 
prtn . A begger brother t 
Yor. Ofmy kind vncle that I know will giue 
And being but a toy which is no gift, to giue, 

Glo . A greater gift then that lie giue my couleh. 

Tor . A greater gift.O chats the fw ord too It*. 

Glo ♦ I gentle coufen were it light enough. 

7 oriO then I fee you will part but with lip ht gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay a begegr nay. 

Glo . It is to weighty for your grace to wcarc. 

Tor, I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Glo . What w ould you haue my weapon little Lo. 

Tor. I would that 1 might thanke you as you call me. 

Glo . How V Yor , Little. 

Prin. My L.of Yorke will ftill bee croffc in talke ; 

Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Yor , You meanc to bearc me, not to beare with me ; 
Vuclc,my brother mockes both you and mc s 
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Bccaufe that I am little like an Ap c. 

He thinkes that you (hould beare me one yourftiouldcrs. 

Buc. With what a flnarpe prouided wit hec reafons* 

To mitigate the feorne hce giue bis vncle. 

He pretdy and aptly taunts himfclfe : 

So cunning and fo young is wondcifull. 

Glo . My Lo. wilt pleafe you pafle along ? 

My felfc and my good coufen Buckingham , 

Will to your mother, to inttcac ol her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

JV.What will yongoc vrito the Tower my Lord? 
/Vitf.My Lord protc&or will haue it fo. 

Yor. I (hall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo . Why what flhould you fearc ? 

Yor. Marry my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granam told me he was murdred there. 

Prin , Ifearenovncles dead, 

Glo. Nor none that liuc, I hope. 

Prin . And if they liuc, I hope I needenot fcare. 

But come my L.withahcauy heart 
Thinking on thcm,goc I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt , Prtn, Yor, Ha ft > T) or.manetfBtfh t Buc. 

Buc. Thinke you my Lo, this little prating Yorke, 

Was not inccnccd by his fubtile mother. 

To taunt and fcornc you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo . Nodoubt, nodoubt, O tisaperlous boy, 
Boldjquicke^ngenious.forward, capable, 

He is ail the mothers fpom the top to the toe, 

Buc. Well let them teft : come hit her Catesby, 

Thou art 1 wornc as deeply to effect what we intend, 

As clofely to concede what wc impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou ,is it not an eafte matter 
To make Wiliam L .Hafltngs of our minde. 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcatc royall of this famous He ? 

He for his fathers fake fo loucs the Prince, 

That he will not be wone toouduagainft him. 

Bucy What thinkeft thou then of Stanley } what will he ? 
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